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ADVERTISEMENT: 


HE Ae from Da vp Ex in the 
following Maſque, are only ſuch as 
were neceſſary to render it more Dramatic. 
Indeed the Editor wiſhes there had been no 
Occaſion to make any, but the intelligent 
Reader cannot be unacquainted how different 
a Piece appears in the CLostT and on the 
STAGE. Such Paſſages as were tireſome to 
the Avupiror are therefore marked thus 
and omitted in the Repreſentation He can- 
not conclude without expreſſing ſome 174 
for the Succeſs of this Opera. Tho he 
fures himſelf it is unneceſſary, for he thinks 
be ſhould pay the Public 's very ill Compli- 
ment in . that an Entertainment 
where the Poetry of DR VDEN, the Muſic of 
PuRCELL, the 5 of Carver, and 
the Performance of Mr. Bazry, Mrs. Dans 
cER and Signiora PASSERINI are ſo happily 
united, could fail of en the Succels it 
ſo deſetvedly merits, - | 


| Stepben' Green, . 
0 Feb. Is TO 
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5 poken I7 Mr. Be erte. | 


” 


On the firſt Repreſentation of the Opera 169 Ws 


Guns there 8a Dearth of Wit in this dull Town 
When filly Plays fo favourily go down: 

As when Clipp'd Rhone paſſes, tis a Sign 

A Nation is not over- ſtock d with Coin, 

Happy is he, who, in his own Defence, 

Can write juſt level to your humble Senſe ; 
Who higher than your Pitch can never go; 
And doubtleſs, he muſt creep who writes below, _ 
So have I feen in Hall of Knt 24S 4 * © To 
A weak Arm throw on a lon SSbovcl⸗ ei, 
He barely lays his Piece, bat Rubs and Knocks, | 
Secur'd by Weakneſs not to reach the Box, 1 

A Feeble Poet will his Bus neſs dom 5 
Who ſtraining all ke can, comes ot. you: 3 Fn. 1 
For if you like your Selves, you like Him too. 

An Ape his own dear Image will embrace; 

An ugly Beau adores a Hatchet Face : 3 

So Some of you, on pure Inſtinct of Nature, 

Are led by Kind, & admire your Eellow-Creature. 

In Fear of which, our Houſe has ſent this Day, 

T' inſure our new-built-Veſſel call'd a Play. 

No ſooner nam'd, than, one crys out, Theſe Stagers 
Come in good Time, to make more Work for Wagers. 
The Town divides, if it will take or no; t | 
The Courtiers bett, the Cits, the Merchants too; 


A Sign they have but little elſe to do. . 4 | 
*. 


Betts, as the firſt, were Fool- Traps; where the Wi 
Like Spiders, lay in Ambuſh for the Flies: 1 
But now they're grown a common Trade for all, ) 
And Actions, by the News-Book, riſe and fall, C 
os e and Tops, are bor of of Wager-hall 0 
One 


One Policy, as far as Lyons carries; 
* Another, nearer Home ſets up for Paris. 
Our Betts, at laſt, wou'd ev'en to Rome extend, 
But that the Pope has prov'd our truſty Friend. 
Indeed, it were a Bargain worth our Money, 
Cou'd we infure another Ottoboni, 
Among the reft there are a ſharping Set, 
That pray for us, and yet againſt us bet: 
Sure Heaven itſelf is at a loſs. to know 
If theſe wou'd have their Vray'rs be heard or no: 
For in great Stakes, we pioufly ſuppoſe, 
Men pray but very faintly they may loſe.  _ 
Leave off theſe Wagers ; for in Conſcience ſpeaking, 
The City needs not your new Tricks for Breaking: 
And if you Gallants loſe, to all Appearing  _ 
You'll want an Equipage for Volunteering ; FER INE, 
While thus, no Spark of Honour's left within ye, 


When you ſhou'd draw the Sword, you draw the Guinsa- 
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E P FLOG U. 
Spoken by Mrs. BR ACEGIRDLE, 85 


1 'VE bad to-Day a Hasen Billet: Doux | 


At the frit Reproſentation; of the Opera, in ths Your 


—_ Fops, and Wits, and Cits, and Bow-ſtreets 
an De . 
Seme from Whitehall, but from the Temple more; 
_  Covent-Garden Porter brought me four. 
I have not yet read alle But without feigning, 
We Maids can make ſhrewd Gueſſes at your. meaning. 
4 er beau your. Styles, I read em here? Y. 
Methinks I bear one cry, O. Lord, forbear: 8 
No, Madam, no; by Heav'n, that's to ſevere. 
Well then, be ſafe ***VVV 
But ſwear henceforwards to renounce all Writing, ; 


And take this Solemn Oath of my Inditing, 
As you love Eaſe, and hate-Campaigns and Fighting. 
Tel, Faith, tis juſt to make ſome few Examples : © 
What if I ſbeau d you one ot; two for Samples? 
Here's one defires my Ladyſbip to meet {Pulls out one. 

At the kind Cauch above in Bridges-ſtreet., n= 
Ob Sharping Knave! That wou'd have you know what 
For a poor Sneaking Treat of Chocolate. 1 

Wow, in the Name of Luck, PII break this open, 

Becauſe I dreamt laſt Night I bad a Token ; RS 

0 cription is exceeding pretty, EY 
To ce cle of all the Town — City. 
Nou, Gallants, you muſt know this precious Fop, 
Is Foreman of awflabertaſber's-Shop : | 
awho devoutly Cheats; demure in Carriage; 
And courts me to the Holy Bands of Marriage. 
But with a Civil Innuendo 7090, 


My Overplus of Love ſhall be for you. 


ro 


*$acait, I ſwear your Looks are ſo Divine, [Read;. 
Wben I ſec up, your Face ſhall be my Sign; 
Tho' Times are hard: to ſhow how I adore you, 
Here's my whole Heart, and half a Guinea for you. 
But have a care of Beaux they're falſe, my Honey ; 
And, which is worſe, have not one Rap of Money. 
See hHogu maliciouſiy the Rogue would qwrong ye; 
But I know better 1 hings of ſors among ys. 
My wiſeſt Way ill be to keep the Stage, 
And truft to the Good-Nature of the Age. 

And he that likes the duc ani the Play, 


$hall be my favourite Gallunt to-day. © 
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Lirn of ARTHUR. 


 FT*HO! the many fabulous relations of this 


Hero, with which the old romances abound, 


| have with ſome perſons, in this ſceptical age, created 


a doubt whether be ever exiſted at all; yet the ge- 
nerality of hiſtorical Writers have taken . 5 
ſuch notice of him, as muſt ſufficiently MS... 


authenticate his having flouriſhed about Rain. 


* 


. OC) 1 
He was, according to the account of 


Geoffry of Monmouth, the Son of Uther Lis. 8. 5 


Pendragon, by Igerna the wife to Gorlois Duke of 
Cornwall, with whom Uther fell deſperately in 


love, and finding every art to alienate her affe dti- 


ens from her Huſband ineffectual, he had recourſe 
10 the Magical aſſiſtance of the Prophet Merlin, 
dy whoſe means, like Jupiter in his amour with 


mena, he aſſumed the ſemblance of Gorlois and, 


was admitted to the arms of the fair Igerna. It was Ip 


this intrigue that produced the celebrated . 


Hythur, who was born at Tindagel in 4. PD. 452. ON 


| oy 
11 ” | 


„ _ 


at , 


The LITE of 


Cornwall ; his reputed Father. Cera. bang: killed | 
ſoon after, "Pendragon married Igerna, acknow- 
edged Arthur for his Son and put him under the 
care of the General of his army, who was at that 
time employed againſt the Saxon Invaders. 

In the Year 470 Aribur commanded an army 
againſt Hoel, a petty King on the borders of Scot- 
and, whom he drove into the Iſle of Angleſey and 
flew with his own hand. After the death of 
Uther, his Father, he was crown'd King of Bri- 
tain, and ſignalized himſelf in many engagements 
Z. Pikes againſt the Saxons; the moſt remarkable 

of which was the Battle of Badon-bll, 

near Bath, where he routed Cerdic, the Alpes. 
Chief, at the head of a numerous army, after a 
long and. bloody conflict. He then went againſt. 
the Piet, who were allies to the Saxons, and met; 
48 with his uſual good fortune. Somę years 

527 after, à peace being concluded with his 
enemies, he applied himſelf to ſettle the affairs of 
his Kingdom, and ſhewed that his talents in the 
Cabinet were not inferior to thoſe he _polſelied in 
the Field. 45 

In the Year 528 be took the title of Emperor, 
and aſſumed the Imperial Purple. About this 
time the King of Armorica being invaded by the 
Viſagotbs, implored the aid of Arthur, who, after 
leaving to his Nephew Modred and his Queen 


Guanhamira the care of his Kingdom, departed * 


with an army to the fſiance of the Armorican . 
Prince. he 
He was but a ſhort time gone, before 
* 1520 * the periidious Modred, finding the Wife 


and mpire of his Uncle in his power, uſurped his 
'Throne and Bed, and made an alliance with Cerdic _. 


on Artbur. 


After | 


King ARTHUR. 
After a few yeafs abſence our Hero © 
returned to his Kingdom, and tho' broken Ann. Dom. 
with age and illneſs, refolved to under- 535. 
take the recovery of his right, and re- _ 
venge himſelf on his ungratefut Nephew, A 
great number of his old Soldiers deſerted the Uſur- 
per and reſorted to the Standard of their former 
Maſter. be co au army en inferior to 
Medred's he obtained a complete Victory, „ 
over him: the faithleſs Uſurper howe. 4 P. 53. 
ver, by the Treaty he made with the Saxons, was 
ſoon in a condition to face his Uncle again ; and 
accordingly near Camelford in Corn- 480 . 
wall a decifive Battle was fought, 542. 
wherein Artbur and Modred met hand to hand, 
Who ruſhing on each other, Modred was killed 
on the ſpot, and Arthur being mortally wounded, 
was conveyed to Glaſſenbury, where he expired, 
univerſally lamented, in the arms of Victory, after 
a reign of thirty- four and a life of ninety Vears. 
Thus fell the famous Artbur, who to the King 
united the characters of the Soldier and the Chriſtian. 
His morals were unblemiſhed and his generoſity 
unlimited: With him fell too the liberties of his 
Country; for as none of the Britiſh Chiefs after 
his death poſſeſſed the talents of government, the 
People were ſoon after enſlaved by their Saxan 
enemies. | e Vs 7. TLRs NES 
Artbur was buried in the Monaſtery of Glaſſen- 
bury, where his Body was found in the Lear 
1189, by King Henry II, who removed 
it to the new Church and erected a Mo- 
nument to his Memory, which was de- 
| ſtroyed amidſt the general ruin of the Monaſteries, 
in the reign of Henry VIII. His Sword, called 
Caliburn, was preſerved in England till the 99 


Stow's 


Chron, 


3 


A 


4 7 


tho” it has very little foundation in Hiftory, 


The ir of | 
of Richard the . firſt, who, in the Year | 1192, 


preſented ĩt as a Token of his affection to Tancred 
ding of Sicily. King Edward HI, in the. Year 


1344, revived. Arthur's. Feaſt of the 
Ben Round Table, at Windſor, where in a 


ſpacious Hall he entertained a great number of 


9 for fourteen Days together. 
ho? it is much to be deplored that there is ſuch 


a mixture of Fable in all the accounts of the ol 


Writers concerning this Hero, when his Actions 
would have given him a ſufficient right, had they 
been related in the moſt exact and veritable man- 


ner, to have been enrolled in the eternal Records 


of Fame; yet to theſe fictitious anecdotes is Dr v- 
DEN indebted for the following Poem, yum: : 
ever been efteemed one of the moſt beautiful of 
has TIN.” . 


3 


ARTHUR, King of Britain, 


Mxlix, the Britiſh Prophet. 
OsmonD, 4 Saxon Magician. Mit RSS 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


MEN. 
Mr. BARE 
Os warb, King of Kent, a Saxon, Mr. Hzarnr. 


| Conox, Duke of Cornwall, ; Mr. HEATTON. 


Friend to ARTHUR. | 
Av RELIUS, @ Britiſh Courtier. Mr. ADCOCK. - 


 ALBANACT, @ Britiſh Officer. Mr, AUSTIN. 


GuILLAMAR, @ Saxon Officer. Mr. OLIVER. , 
Mr. Sowpox. 


WOMEN. 


\ EMMELINE, Daughter to Conon. Mrs. Danczx. 
MATILÞA, ber Attendant. 


Miſs MAsox. 
DEITIES, SPIRITS, Ec. 


Venus, W Patsza ini. 

Curb. Mulaſter PASSERINI, 

Kolus. N "of . Wir rx. . 

 Honovur. Mr. SADLER.. 
PhiripzL, an Airy Spirit. Mrs. Manon, 

; GrnouBaLD, a Fiend. Mr. GLOVER. 


Officers, Priefts, Sepberde, Nympbi, be. &. 


SC EN E lies in KE N T. £ 


VT 


Av Earth recovers from 8 * 


KING ARTHUR: 


O R. THE 


BRI T ISH a W ORT H ; 


200 ACT or 
s ENR « Royal Apartment. || 
Aurelius, Albanas, and Wee diſcovered. 

cee. 

HEN his d e 83 
Great- Britains Seepter in great Arthur's 
2 . Hand. 

* 1 Or pot it in the bold Invader's | 


Gripe. 
| Arthur and Ofeoald, and their different Faves, 5 


Are weighing now within the Scales of Hawes. 
Con. In ten ſet Battles have we driven back 
"Theſe Heathen Savon, and regain'd our Earth. 
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A King AR T H R. 


Her half-drown'd Face, and lifts it o'er the Waves, | 

From Severn's Bank, e'en to this Barren Down, 
Our foremoſt Men have preſs'd their fainty Rear, 
And not one Saxon Face has been beheld ; y 

But all their Backs, and Shoulders have been ſtuck 
With foul diſhoneſt Wounds ; Now here, indeed, 
| Becauſe they have no farther Ground, they ſtand. 

_ _ Aur. Well have we choſe a happy day tor Fight; 
For every Man, in Courſe of Time, has found 
Some Days are lucky, ſome unfortunate.” _ 

Alb. But why this Day more 885 than the reſt ? 

Con. Becauſe this Day 
Is facred to the Patron of our Ifle ; ; 

A Chriſtian, and a Soldier's annual Feaſt: 

Aub. Oh, now I underſtand you. This is St. Gadd ge 
of Cappadecia's Day. Well, it may be fo, but Faith 1 
was ignorant; we Soldiers ſeldom examine the Rubrick; 
and now and then a Saint may happen to flip by us: But 
if he be a Gentleman Saint, he will forgive us. 

Con. Oſwald undoubtedly will hight i it bravely. 

Aur. And it behoves him well, 'tis his laſt Stake. 
But what Manner of Man is this en Have ye 
ever ſeen him? | Io Alb. 
Alb. Neer but once; ind that was to my Colt too; 
I follow'd him too cloſe, and, to ſay the Truth, ſome- 
what uncivilly, upon a Rout: but he turned upon me, 
as quick and as round as a chaf d Boar ; and gave me 
two Licks a-croſs the Face, to put me in Mind of my 
Chriſtianity. | 

Con. I know him well ; he's free and 3 

Aur. His Country's Character: That ſpeaks a German. 

Con. Revengeful, rugged, violently brave; 

And once reſolv'd, is never to be mov'd. - 

A. Yes, he's a valiant Dog; Pox on him. | 

Coen. This was the Character he then maintain d, 

When in my Court he ſought my Daughter's e; 
My fair, blind Emmeline. * 

Alb. I cannot blame him for courting the Heicels of 
Cornwall: All Heireſſes are beautiful; and as blind 
as the i I8, he would haye no bliad Bargain of her. | 


N En” 


| 2 


King ARTHUR. 3 


Aur. For that Defeat in Love he rais'd this War. 
For Royal Arthur reign'd within her Heart, 


Ere Oſwald mov'd the Suit. 


Con. Ay, now Aurelius, you have nam'd a Man; 
One, whom beſides the Homage that I owe, 
As Cornavall's Duke, to his imperml Crown, 
I wou'd have choſen out from all Mankind, 
To be my ſovereign Lord. 
Aur. His Worth divides him from the Croud of Kings, 
So born, without Deſert to be ſo born ; 
Men, ſet a- loft, to be the Scourge of Heaven; 
And, with long Arms, to lafh the Under-World. 
Con. Arthur is all that's excellent in Ofavald ;; 
And void of all his Faults: In Battle brave, 
But till ſerene in all the ſtormy War, 
Like Heaven above the Clouds; and after Fight, 
As merciful and kind to vanquiſh'd Foes, 
As a forgiving God. But ſee, he's here, 
And Praiſe is dumb before him. 


Enter King Arthur, reading. a REY itz Attendants. 
Arth. | Reading. ] Go on auſpicious Prince, the 
Stars are kind. 
* Unfold thy Banners to the willing Wind ; 
* While I, with airy Legions, help thy Arms; 
* Confronting Art with Art, and Charms with Charms.“ 


So Merlin writes; nor can we doubt th' Event, [To Con. 


With Heav'n and you, two Friends; Oh noble Conon, 
You taught my tender Hands the Trade of War : 
And now again you helm your hoary Head, 
And under double Weight of Age and Arms, 
Aſſert your Country's Freedom and wy" n. 
Con. No more, my Son. 

Arth. Moſt happy in that Name! = 
Your Emmeline, to Ofwald's Vows refus d 1, 1 
Yougnade my plighted Bride: nd 
Your charming Daughter, who like Love, born blind, 
Un-aiming hits, with ſureſt hg. 
And innocently kills. 

Con. Remember, Son, | j 
You are a e other Wars require vou, | 

| B a For 


King ARTHUR. 
For ſee the Saxon Groſs begins to move. 
Arth. Their Infantry embattel'd, ſquare and cloſe 
March firmly on, to fill the middle Space 
Cover'd by their advaneing Cavalry. 
By Heav'n tis beauteous Horror: 


The noble Oſwald has provok'd my Envy. 


Enter Emmeline, ted by Matilda. 

Ha ! Now my beauteous Emmeline appears, 
A new, but Oh, a ſofter Flame inſpires me: 
Een Rage and Vengeance ſlumber at her Sight. 
Con. Haſte your Farewell; I'll cheat my 1 roops, and 
wait ye. [Exit Conon. 
Em. O Father, Father, I am ſute you're here ; 


Becauſe I ſee your Voice. 


4rth. No, thou miſtsk'f thy Hearing for thy Sight : 


He's gone, my Emmeline ; 
And 1 but ſtay to gaze on thoſe fair Eyes, 


Which cannot view the Conqueſt they have made. 


Oh Star-like Night, dark only to thy ſelf, 


But full of Glory, as thoſe Lamps of Heaven 
That ſee not, when they ſhine. 


Em. What is this Hear n, and Stats and Night, 
and Day, | 


To which you thus compare my Eyes and me? 


I underftand you, when you ſay you love; 
For, when my Father claſps my Hand in his, 


That's cold, and I can feel it hard and wrinkl'd ; 


But when you graſp it, then I figh and pant, 
And ſomething ſmarts and tickles at my Heart, 


Arib. Oh artleſs Love! where the Soul ores the | 


Tongue, 
And only Nature fink what Nature thinks! 
Had ſhe but Eyes! 
Em. ſuſt now you ſaid 1 had : 

I ſee em, I have two. > 
 Arth. But neither ſee. # _ 
Em. Pm fure they hear you then: 

What can your Eyes do more? 
Arth. They view your Beauties. 
Ear Do not I ſee? You have 2 Face, like mine, 


by 


Ä A 3 
Two Hands, and two round, pretty, —_ Breaſts, 
That heave like mine. 

Arth. But you deſcribe a Woman. 
Nor is it Sight, but Touching with your Hands. 
Em. Then tis my Hand that ſees, and that's all one: 
For is not Seeing, Tonching with your Eyes? 
Arth. No, for I fee at Diſtance, where I touch not. 
Em. If you can fee lo far, and yet not touch, 
I fear you ſee my naked Legs and Feet 
Quite through my Clothes; pray do not ſee ſo well. 
Arth. Fear not, ſweet Innocence: 
J view the lovely Features of your Face; | 
Your Lips Carnation, your dark-ſhaded 8 
Black Eyes, and Snow-white Forehead ; all the Colours 
That make your Beauty, and produce my Love. 
Em. Nay, then, you do not love on equal Terms: 
I love you dearly, without all theſe Helps: 
1 cannot ſee your Lip's Carnation, 5 
Your ſhaded Eye-brows, nor your Milk-white Eyes. 
Arth. You till miſtake. | 
Em. Indeed I thought you had a Noſe and E es, 
And ſuch a Face as mine; have not men Faces ; | 
Arth. Oh, none like your's, ſo excellently fair. 
Em. Then would I had no Face; for f would be \ 
Juſt ſuch a one as you. 
Arth. Alas *tis vain t inſtru@ your innocence. 
You have no Notion of Light or Colours. 


Vas eunds won 
Em. Why, | is not that a Trumpet: / 
Arth. Yes. 
Em. I knew it. 


And I can tell you how the is on't looks; 
It looks as if it had an angry fighting Face. 

Arth: *Tis now indeed a Arp e Sound, 
Becauſe it calls me hence, from her I love, 
To meet ten thouſand Foes. 

. How does ſo many Men e' er come once 

This Devil Trumpet vexes em, and then 1 
They feel about for one another's Faces; 
A RR and = 1 
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Arth. PII tell ye all, when we bave gain'd the Field; 
One Kiſs of your fair Hand, the Pledge of Conqueſt. 
And ſo a ſhort Farewell. 
¶Kiſſes her Hand, and Exit avith Aurel. Alb. and 
Attendants. 
Em. My Heart and Vown go with him to the F ight ß 
May every Foe be that, which they call blind, 
And none of all their Swords have Eyes to find him. 
But lead me nearer to the Trumpet's Face; 
For that brave Sound upholds my fainting Heart; 
And while I hour. methinks I fight my Part. | 
[Exit, led by Matilda. 


The SCENE draus and diſcovers a Pluce of 
Pagan Worſhip ; the three Saxon Deities, Woden, 
Thor, ane Freya, placed on cs coral An Altar, 
burning. eee 

Oſwald and Ofmond. 

O/m. *Tis Time to haſten our myſterious Rites ; 3 
Becauſe your Army waits you. y 

 Ofrw. Ther, Freya, Woden, all ye Saxon Dea > . 

Kneeling before the three Images. 

Hear and revenge my Father Pengift s Death. : 

0 Ofm. Father of Gods and Men, great Moden, hear : 75 

Mount thy hot Courſer, drive amidſt thy Foes; 

Lift high thy thund'ring Arm, let every Blow _ 

Daſh out a miſ-believing Briton's Brains. 3 
Ofay. Father of Gods and Men, great Moden, beir: | 

Give Conqueſt to the Saxon Race, and Me. 

Ofm. Thor, Freya, Moden, hear, and ſpell your 883 
With Sacred Runick Rhymes, from Death in Battle; 
Edge their bright Swords and blunt the Briton's Dat ts. 
. Grimba!d, the Spirit, arifes. | 

No more, Great Prince, for ſee my truſty Fiend, 
Who all the Night has wing d the gulky Air, 
What News, my Grimbald 5 

_ Gram. I have play d. my Part; 


| 1 For 1 have ſteel d the Fools that are to a: 0 5 0 AAR 
Six Fools, fo prodigal of Life and Soul, | | 


150 wtf A n to Marker . and Vella, 


That for their Country, they devote their Lives PO 


| . us 
* 
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Om. Tis well; but are you ſure of Victory? 
&rim. Why aſk'ſt thou me? 
Inſpe& their Intrails, draw from thence thy Gueſs : ' 
Blood we muſt have, without it we are dumb. 
Oſm. Say, where's thy Fellow-ſervant, Philidel 2 
Why comes not he? 
Grim. For, he's a puling Sprite | 
Why didſt thou chuſe a tender airy Form, 
Unequal to the mighty Work of Miſchief ? 
His Make is flitting, ſoft, and yielding Atoms; 
He trembles at the yawning Gulph of Hell, 
Nor dares approach the Flame, leſt he ſhould ſinge 
His E ken Wings 
He ſighs when he Boni plunge a Soul | in Sulphur, 
As with Compaſſion touch'd of fooliſh Men. 
- _Oſ/m. What a half Devil's he? 
His Errand was, to draw the Low-land Damps, 
And noiſom Vapours from the foggy Fens : 
Then, breathe the baleful Stench, with all his Force, 
Full on the Faces of our Chriſten'd Foes. 


Grim. Accordingly he drain'd thoſe Marſhy-grounds ; 


And bagg'd em in a blue peſtiferous Cloud ; 


Which when he ſhou'd have blown, the frighted EM 
Eſpy'd the red-Croſs Banners of their Hoſt ! 


7 And faid he durſt not add to his Damnation. 


9%. Vil puniſh him at Leiſure. 
Call in the Victims to e eng Hell. 
Grim. That's my kind Maſter, I ſhall breakfaſt « on'em. 


He goes to the door, and re-enters with fix Saxons in 
White, with Swords in their Hands. The reſt of the 
Stage i is fllid with Priefls and Singers... 


SACRIFICE SONG. 
Reciruriys . e. 
at Pods, firſt to thee, 


A Milk white m—_ in \ Battle von, 
We have Sacrific'd. 


Chor. We have Sacrific d. 


- 
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Recir. II. Miſs MNeit. 
Let eur next Oblation be 
| To Thor, thy thundering von, 
Of ſuch another. 


Chor. We have Sacrific'd. 


Chor. 


Recir. III. Mr. Wilder. 
A Third, (of Friegeland Breed was he} 
To Woden's Wife, and to Thor's Mather > 
And now we have atan'd all three. 
We have Sacrific d. 
We have Sacrific'd. 


 Recire. IV. Ms. Sadler. 


|  TFhe White Horſe neigh'd aloud. 
. Dvuer. Mr. Sadler and Mr, Eales. 


To Veden Thanks we render. 
To Woden we have yow'd. 


To Maden our Defender. 


Rxcir. V. Miſs 1 Neil. 


The Lot is caſt, and Tanfan pleas d: 


Of mortal Cares you ſhall be eas d. 
CHORUS. 


* Souls to be renown'd in Story. 


Honour prizing, 


Death deſpiſing, 


Fame acquiring, 


By expiring, 
Die, and reap the Fruit of Glory 3 


AIR II. Mr. Sadler. 
I call you all 
To Woden's Hall; 
Your Temples round, 


With Ivy bound, 


In Goblets crown'd, | 
And plenteous Bowls of burniſh'd Gold. | 


Where you hall laugh, 1 

And dance, and quaf _ 

The Juice, that makes the Britows bold, 
Chor. Brave 1955 &c. 
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[The fix Saxons are led off by the Prieſts in order to be 
Sacrific 4. | 


O fw. Ambitious Fools we are, 

And yet Ambition is a Godlike Fault : 

Or rather, *tis no Fault in Souls born great, 

Who dare extend their Glory by their Deeds. 

Now Britany prepare to change thy State, 

And from this Day begin thy Saxon Date, 8 
(Exeunt O mnt. 


SCENE a Wood, 


A Battle with Drums, Trumpets, Military Shouts and 
Excurſions : after, which the Britons, Expreſſing their 


Jay for the Vid any, fing the Song of Triumph. 


| MARTIAL 8ONG, Sung by Mr. Sadler, 


| 8 OME if you dare, our Trumpets ſound ; 
Come if you dare, the Foes rebound : | 
We come, we come, we come, we come, 
3 Says the double, double, double Beat of the thund'ring 
[Drum 
Now they charge on amain, G. 
Now they rally again: 
The Gods from above the mad n bebold, 
And pity Mankind that will e for Gold. ny 
be. Now they Charge toc. 
The fainting Saxons quit their Ground, 
Their Trumpets * in the Sound; e 
They fly, they fly, they fly, they fly, „ 
Victoria, Victoria, the bold Britans cry. Fey 


Now the Victory's won, 
To the Plunder we run: 
We return to our Laſſes like nn Traders, / 
TOO” with ry of the vanguilh'd n 
Che, Now the TRY of 


— 


End of the firſt AG. . 3 
| AET 
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5 r It 
SCENE Maklix's CAVE. 


Enter Philidel. 


LAS, for Pity, of this bloody Field! 
Piteous it needs muſt be, when I, a Spirit, 


Can have ſo ſoft a Senfe of Human Woes! 


Ah! for ſa many Souls, as but this Morn 
Were cloath'd with Fleſh, and warm'd with. Vital Blood, 
But naked now, or ſhirted but with Air. | 
Merlin, with Spirits, deſcends, in a Chariot 
drawn by Dragon,. 

Mer What art thou, Spirit? of what Name or Order? 5 
(For I have view'd thee in my Magick Glaſs) 
Making thy Moan among the Midnight Wolves, 
That bay the filent Moon: Speak, I conjure thee. 
*Tis Merlin bids thee, at whoſe au ful Wan; own... 
The pale Ghoſt quivers, and the grim Fiend gaſps.. 


P bil. An airy Shape, the tend'reſt of my Kind, 
The laſt ſecuc d, and leaſt deform'd of Hell; 
Half white, and ſhuffl'd in the Croud, I fell, 

' Defirous to repent, and loth to ſin; 


Awkward in Miſchief, piteous of Mankind. 


My Name is Philidel, my Lot in Air, 


Where next beneath the Moon and neareft Heav bs. 
I ſoar and have a Glimpſe to be receiy'd, 


For which the ſwarthy Demons envy me. 


Mer. Thy Buſineſs here ? 
Phil. To ſhun the Saxon Wizard's dice 8 
0 mond, the awfull'ſt Name next thine below. 
Cauſe I refuſed to hurl a noiſom Fo 
On Chriſten'd Heads, the Hue and Cry of Hell 
Is rais'd againſt me, for a fugitive Sprite. | 
Mer. 2 ſhall know, a greater Power proteas 


But aller 1. 0 the Wi 8 of th Soul, | 
W Per 7 That 


1 * ol . * 
* 
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That draw thee nearer Heav'n. 
And as thy Place is neareſt to the Sky, 
The Rays will reach thee firſt, and bleach thy Soot. 
Phil. In Hope of that, I ſpread my azure Wings, 
And wiſhing till, for yet I dare not pray, 
I baſk in Day-light, and behold with Joy 
My Scum work outward, and my Ruſt wear off. | 
Mer. Why, 'tis my hopeful Devil ; now mark me, 
I will employ thee for thy future Good: 
Thou know'ft, in Spite of valiant Ofevald's Arms, 
Or Oſmond's powerful Spells, the field is our 
Phil. Oh Maſter! haften 3 
Thy dread Commands; for Grimbald is at Hand, 
 Oſmond's fierce Fiend; I ſnuff his earthy Scent : 
The conquering Britons he miſleads to Rivers, 
Or dreadful Downfals of unheeded Rocks ; 
Where many fall, that ne'er ſhall riſe again. 
Mer. Be that thy Care, to ſtand by p alls of Brooks, 
And trembling Bogs, that bear a Green-Sword Show. 
Warn off the bold Purſuers from the Chace: 
No more, they come, and we divide the Taſk. 


hut leaſt fierce Grimbald's pond'rous Bulk oppreſs 


Thy tender flitting Air, I'll leave my Band 
Of Spirits with united Strength to aid thee, 
And Force with Force repel. OT pgs 7 
[Exit Merlin in his Chariot. Merlin's Spirits 
 _ -., flay with Philidel. | 9 0 


1 een; Wood. we 4 
Enter Grimbald in the Habit of a Shepherd, followed by 
King Arthur, Conon, Aurelius, Albanact and Soldiers. 
. Philidel and Spirits at A Diſtance. | 
rin. Here, this Way, Britens, follow Ofawald's 
This Evening as I whiſtled out my Dog, [light. 
To drive my ſtraggling Flock, and pitch'd Fold, 

I faw him dropping Sweat, o'er-labour'd, ' ſtiff, _ 
Make faintly as he could, to yonder Dell 
Tread in my Steps: dong Neighbourhood by Day 
Has made theſe Fields familiar in the Night. 


Arb. 


—— 
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Arth. 1 thank thee 
Expect Reward, lead on, we follow thee: 


SONG. Sung by Mes. reren 


Hither this Way, this Way bend, 
TPruſt not that malicious Friend: 
Thofe are falſe deluding Lights, 
Wafted far and near by Sprites, 
Truft 'em not, for they'll deceive ye ; 
And in Bogs and Marſhes leave you. 


Chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this Way, this Way bend. 

| Char. of Grimb. Spirits. This Way, this Way bend. 

Phil. If you ſtep, no Danger thinking, % 

fings. J Down you fall, a Fuclong finking : 

| *Tis a Fiend who bas annoy'd ye ; | 
Name but Heav'n, and he'll avoid ye. 


Chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this Way, this Way bend. 
| Chor of Grimb. Spirits. This Way, this Way bend. 
_ PhilidePs Spirits. Truſt not that malicious Fiend. 
_ Grimbald's Spirits, Truſt me, Fam no malicious Fiend. 
 PhilideÞs Sprits. Hither this Way, &c. 
Con. Some wicked Phantom, Foe to human 18 
9 ides our Steps. 
a. IM follow him no farther. 
Grinb, 1 By Hell ſhe fings em back, in wy De. 
Fou * i Voice in Heaven, ere ſulph'rou: Steams 
Had damp'd it to a Hoarſeneſs : try it now. 
SONG. Sung by Mr. Wilder. 
Let not a Moon-born Elf miſ-lead ye 
From your Prey, and from your Goty. 
Too far, alas, he has betray'd ye: 
Follow the Flames, that wave before ye : 
Sometimes Sev'n, and ſometimes One; 
Hurry, burry, * hurry oss. 


See, ſee, the Footſteps plain appear 8 
That Way Oſwald choſe for flying: 
Firm is the Turf, and fit for Bearing, Age 


r por Down ur hin 
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Far he cannot hence be gone ; 
Hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry on. 


Aur. Tis true, he fays ; the Footſteps yet are freſh 


Upon the Sod, no falling Dew-Drops have 
Ditturb'd the Print. [All are going to follow Grimbald, 


Phil. ings, Hither this Way, 
Chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this Way, this Way bend. 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This Way, this Way bend. 
Philidel's Spirits. Truſt not that malicious Fiend. 
Grimb. Spirits. Truſt me, IT am no malicious Fiend. 
Philidel's Spirits. Hither this Way, Dc. 
[They all incline to Philidel. 


"Grim: ſpeaks. Curſe on her Voice, | muſt my Prey 


forego ; 
Thou, Philidel; ſhalt anſwer this below. 


[Grimbald finks in a ie of Fire. : 


Arth. At laſt the Cheat is plain; 


The Cloven-footed Fiend is vaniſh'd from us; 


Good Angels be our Guides, and bring us back. | 


_ Phil. ſinging. Come follow, follow, follow me. 
Cbor. Come follow, Sc. 
And me. And me. And me. And me. 
Verſ. 2 Voc. And Green-Sword all your wo 58 be. 
Chor. Come ſollow, c. | 
Verſ. No Goblin or Elf ſhall dare to offend Fe. 


Chor. No, no, no, 


No Goblin or E57 ſhall dare to offend! 725 
Ferſ. 3 Voc. We Brethren of Air, 

You Heroes will ber 

To the Kind and the Fair that attend ye. 


Chor. We Brethren, Sc. 


{ Philidel. and the Spirits go of Shins it wo 
Ark and the reſt in the miadie eee . 


| S EN E, pavilion. c 5 
Enter Emmeline led by | fatilda. 


be. No. News of my dear Love, or of wy Father ? 


Mat. 


— —. . ̃ —— — 3 9s — — 
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Mat. None, Madam, ſince the gaining of the Battle: 
Great Arthur is a Royal Conqueror now; $ 
And well deſerves your Love. 
ih Tm. But now fear | 
li He'll be too great to love poor ſilly me. 
by. If he be dead, or never come again, 
. I mean to die: But there's a greater Doubt; 
i Since I ne'er ſaw him here, | 
i How ſhall I meet him in another World? 
| Mat. I have heard ſomething how two Bodies meet; 
But how Souls join, I know not. 

Em. I ſhould find him, | 

For ſurely I have ſeen him in my Sleep; 
And then methought he put his Mouth to mine, 
And eat a thouſand Kiſſes on my Lips. 
Sure by his kiſſing I could find him out, 5 
Among a thouſand Angels in the Sky. 


— 


Mat. But what a kind of Man do yqu ſuppoſe him? 

En. He muſt be made of the moſt precious Things, 
And I believe his Mouth, and Eyes, and Cheeks, 
And Noſe, and all his Face, are made of Gold. 

Mat. Heav'n bleſs us, Madam, what a Face you 
mamake him EY WL at 
If it be yellow he muſt have the Jaundice, 

And that's a bad Diſeaſe. „ 
Em. Why then do Lovers give a Thing ſo bad 
As Gold, to Women, whom ſo well they love? 
Mat. Ah that bad Thing, Gold, buys all good 
'bings. . | 
Em. Yet I muſt know him better: of all Colours, 
Tell me which is the pureſt, and the ſofteſt. 

Mat. They ſay tis Black. 

Em. Why then, ſince Gold is hard, and yet is precious, 
His Face muſt all be made of ſoft black Gold. 
Mat. But Madam —— |: | 
Em. No more; I have learn'd enough for once. 
Mat. Here are a Crew of Kentiſh Lads and Laſſes, 
Wou'd entertain you, till your Lord's Return, 

With Songs and Dances, to divert your Cares. 


En. 
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Em. O bring em in. 
. For tho? 1 cannot ſee the Songs, Ilove em; 
And Eove, they tell me, is a Dance of Hearts. 
i Enter Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. | 
SONG. Sung by Mr. Mahon. 
| How bleſt are Shepherds, how happy their Laſſes, 
While Drums and-Trumpets are ſounding Alarms ! 
Over our lowly Sheds all the Storm paſſes ; 
And when we die, 'tis in each others Arms. 
All the Day on our Herds, and Flocks employing : 
All the Night on our Flutes, and in Enjoying. 
Chor. All the Day, G. | 
5 | II 


Bright Nymphs of Britain, with Graces attended, 
Let not your Days without Pleaſure expire; 0 
HFonour's but empty, and when Youth is ended, 
All Men will praiſe you, but none will deſite. 
Let not Vouth fly away without Contenting; | 
Age will come Time enough, for your Repenting, 
Chor. Let not youth, &c. | | 2 
[Here the Men offer their Flutes to the Women, 
Which they refuſe. = | | 
DUETTO. Mrs. Clover, Miſs M Neil. ö 
Shepherds, Shepherds, leave decoying, | | 
Pipes are ſweet a Summer's Day; 
But a little after Toying, 
| __ Women have the Shot to pay. 


Here are Marriage Vows for ſigning, | 
Set their Marks that cannot write: 
After that, without Repining, 4 
Play and welcome, Day and Night. 
Here the Women give the Men Contrads which 
- they accept. 0% OR 
Chor. Come, Shepherds, lead up a lively Meaſure ; 
1 J The Cares of Wedlock, are Cares of 8 
| r ut 


— 
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But whether Marriage bring Joy, or Sorrow, 
Make ſure of this Day, and hang To-morrow. 


The Dance after the Song, and Exeunt Shepherds 


and Shepherdeſſes.] 
Enter on the other fide of the Stage Oſwald and 
Guillamar. - 


Ofw. The Night has wilder'd us; and we are fall'n 
Among their foremoſt Tents. 
Guil. Ha! what are theſe ! 
'They ſeera of more than vulgar Quality. 
Em. What Sounds are thoſe ? They cannot far be 
diſtant; 
| Where are we now, Matilda ? 
Mat. juſt before your Tent. 

Fear not, they muſt be Friends, and they a. 
Em. My Arthur, ſpeak, my Love; are you return d 
to bleſs your Emmeline? 

O/w. [to Guilla.] I know that Face: 
*Tis the ungrateiul Fair, who, ſcorning mine, 
Accepts my Rival's Love: Heaven, thou'rt bounteous, 
Thou ow'ft me nothing now. 
Mat. Fear grows upon me: 
Speak what you are ; ſpeak, or] call for Help. 
Ofw. We are your Guards. | 
Mat. Ah me l we are betray'd ; tis Ofwald's Voice. 
Em. Let them not ſee our Voices, and then they | 
cannot find us. 
O fav. Paſſions, in Men oppreſs'd, are doubly ſtrong, 
I take her from King Arthur; there's Revenge; 
If ſhe can love, ſhe buoys my ſinking Fortunes: 

Good Reaf..ns both: Ti on- F ear nothing Ladies, 

yu ſhall be ſafe. 


[Oſwald and Gullamar feize Emmeline and Maltilda. 


Em. and Matil. Help, help ! a Rape, a Rape. 
O/w. By Heav'n ye injure me; tho' Force is us a, 
Your A ſhall be ſacred. | 
Em. Help, help, Oh, Britons, help. 


O fab. 


king AR T HU R. 17 
Ofww. Your Britons cannot help you. 
This Arm, thro” all their Troops, ſhall force my Way ; ; 
IN neither quit my Honour nor my Prey. 
[Exeunt, the Women ſtill crying. 
An Alarm within : Some Soldiers running over 


the Stage: Follow, follow, follow. 
Enter Albanact, Captain of the Guards with Soldiers, 


Alb . Which Way went th Alarm ? 
1 Sol. Here, towards the Caſtle. _ 
Alb. Pox o' this Ne ; the whole Camp's de- 
_ bauck'd., 
All trunk or whoring : This Way, follow, follow. Ex. 
zo [The Alarm renews : Claſbinę of Sewords within Jo. a 


1 


* Re-enter Albanact, C Acer and Soldiers. 


$ © Offic. How ſits the Conqueſt on great Arthur's Brow ? | 

Alb. As when the Lover with the King is mixt, 
He puts the Gain of Britain in a Scale, y 
© Which weighing with the Loſs of Emmeline, | 
He thinks he's ſcarce a Saver. [Trumpet within, - 
_ © Ofiic. Hark la Trumpet! TL NG 
It ſounds a Parley. 

Alb. This from O/wald then, 5 
An Echo to King Arthur's friendly Summons, 
Sent ſince he heard the Rape of Emmeline, 
y To aſk an Interview. 5 


[T Trumpet anfuveri the uber Side. 
** Offic. But hark | already ba 


Our Trumpet makes Reply ; and ſee both preſent. 


Enter Arthur on one fe attended, Oſwald on the othes 
* with Attendants, and Guillamar. They meet and ſalute. 


Garth. Brave Oel We have met on friendlier 
Terms, 


4 Companions of a War, with common Intereſt 
3 Againſt the __—_ But Times are chang d. 
45 8 7 | | 2 885 5 3. Of 
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* Ofw. And I am forty that thoſe Times are chang'd: 
For elſe we now might meet on Terms as friendly. 
* Arth. If ſo we meet not now, the F ault s yout own; 
For you have wrong'd me much. 
_ © Ofav. Oh you wou'd tell me, 
5 I call'd more Saxons in, t' enlarge my Bounds: 
"i * If thoſe be Wrongs, the War has well redreſs'd ye. 
th * Arth. Miſtake me not, I count not War a Wrong : 
* War is the Trade of Kings, that fight for Empire : 
* And better be a Lion than a Sheep. 
Oo. In what then have I wroug 9 ye? 
* Arth. In my love. 
* Of. Even Love's an Empire too: the ble Soul, 
8 Like Kings, is covetous of ſingle Sway. 
* Arth. Tenne ye not, for loving Emmeline : 
* But ſince the Soul is free, and Love is Choice, 
Fou ſhould have made a Conqueſt of her Mind, 
And not have forc'd her Perſon by a Rape. 
| 5 * Ofav. Whether by Force, or Stratagem, we gain, 
F © Still Gaining is our End, in War or Love. 
4 Her Mind's the Jewel, in her Body lock d; 
1 If I would gain the Gem, and want the Key, 
« It follows E muſt ſeize the Cabinet: 
* Put to ſecure your Fear, her Honour 1s untouch's. 
wt . * Arth. Was Honour ever ſafe in brutal Hands? 
_ So ſafe are Lambs within the Lion's Paw; 
t'' © Ungrippd and play'd with, till fierce Hunger call, >» 
Then e ſhews itſelf; the cloſe-hid Nails 
Are ſtretch'd, and open, to the panting Prey. 
* But if, indeed, you are ſo cold a Lover 
* Ofav. Not cold, but honourable. 
* Arth. Then reſtore her : 
That done, I ſhall believe you 8 3 
* Ofw. Think 'ſt thou I will forego a Victor's Right ? 
* Arth. Say rather, of an impious Raviſher. 
c That Caſtle, were it wall'd with Adamantt 
(Can hide thy Head but till To-morrow's Dawn. © 
* Ofw. And Cer To-morrow I may be a God, _ 
© If Emmeline be kind: But kind or cruel, 
$ I tell thee, Artbur, but to ſee this Day, 


45h That 


if 
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That heavenly Face, tho' not to have her mine, 
« ] would give up a hundred Years of Life, 
And bid Fate cut To-morrow, 

.* Arth. It ſoon will come, and thou repent too late, 
Which to prevent, I'Il bribe thee to be honeſt. 
Thy noble Head, accuſtom'd to a Crown, 

Shall wear it ſtill, nor ſhall thy Hand forget 


Ihe Scepter's Uſe: From Medway's pleaſing Stream, 
To Severn's Roar, be thine ; 


In ſhort, reſtore my Love, and ſhare my Kingdom. 


* Ofaw. Not tho' you ſpread Py, Sway from Thames 
to Tiber 


Such Gifts might bribe a King, but not a Lover. 
Arth. Then pr'ythee give me back my kingly Word 
« Paſs'd for thy fafe Return; and let this Hour, 


© In ſingle Combat, Hand in Hand, decide 


The fate of Empire and of Emmeline. 
Or. Not that I fear do I decline this Combat, | 


And not decline it neither, but defer: 


When Emmeline bas been my Prize as long 
As the was thine, I dare thee to the Duel. 
Arth. | nam'd your utmoſt Term o 1 Te. 

w © morrow. 0 
O ſæo. You are not Fate. | CR 36 
« Arth. But Fate is in this Arm. Fs: 


. * You might have made a Merit of your Theft. 


* Ofw. Ha! Theft! Your Guards can tall I ſtoke | 
| © her not. 1775 | Fry 
« 41th, Had I been 20:5 29" Sang 1 5 
© Ofw. Had you been MENG ſhe had been 1 mine | 
more nobly. | | 
Arth. There lies your Way. 
Of. My Way lies where I pleaſe. 


« Expect (for Oſmend's Magick cannot fail) 8 


A lon 77 To-morrow, er your Arms preyail: 
Or if I fall make Room ye Bleſt above, 


Dor one who was ee and dy'd for Loye. 


[Exit Oſwald and his Party. 
Arib. There may be one bine eee cer To- 
* morrow: ?: 


6 * For 
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For who can tell, what Power, and Luſt, and Charms, 


. = do this a To Arms, with Speed, To Arms. 
| | [Exeuntr, 


Endo the seo Aer. 


NN 
A CE: CEN "Mz © 


Enter Arthur, Conon, and Aurelius. 


Con URL up our Colours, and unbrace our 
Drums; 
| Diſlodge betimes ; z and quit this fatal Coaſt. 
Artb. Have we forgot to cage? 
Aur. Caſt off Hope: 

Th' imbattl's Legions of Fire, Air, and bend, 
Are banded tor our Foes. 
Fer going to diſcover, with the Dawn, 


Ton Southern Hill, which ptomis'd to the Sight 


A Riſe more eaſy to attack the Fort, 
Scarce had we ſtept on the forbidden Ground. 
When the Woods ſhook, the Trees ſtood briſtling up ; 


1 Phe. living Trembling nodded thro? the Leaves. 


- Arth. Poplars, and Aſpen-Boughs, a Panick Fright. 
Con. We thought ſo too, and doubled ftill our Pace, 
But ſtrait a rumbling Sound, like bellowing Winds, 
Roſe and grew loud; confus d with Howls of Wolves, 
And Grunts of Bears, and dreadful Hiſs of Snakes 
Shrieks more than human; Globes of Hail poard down 
An armed Winter, and inverted Day. Path 
Arth. Dreadful indeed! n e 
Aur. Count then our Labour's loſt: | | 
For other Way lies none, to mount the Cliff, 
Valeſs we borrow Mi: and fail thro' Air. 


* 


Arib. 


Arth. Now I perceive a Danger worthy me. 
'Tis Oſ/mond's Work, a Band of Hell-hir'd Slaves: 
Be mine the Hazard, mine fhall be the Fame. 1 
[Arthur going out, is met by Merlin, who take 
him by the Hand, and brings him back. 


Enter Merlin. 


Mer. Hold, Sir, and wait Heav'n's Lime, th' At 
tempt's too dangerous : 
Thete's not a Tree in that inchanted Grove, 
But number'd cut, and given by Tale to Fiends: 
And under every Leaf a Spirit couch'd. = 
But by what Method to diſſolve theſe Charms, 


Is yet unknown to me. 128 
Arth. Had'ſt thou been here, (for what can thwart 
thy Skill ?) 1 | 


Nor Emmeline had been the Boaſt of Ofwald ; 
Nor I, forewarn'd, been wanting to her Guard. 


Con. Her darken'd Eyes had ſeen the Light of 


Hleavn ; 5 
That was thy Promiſe too, and this the Time. 
Mer. Nor has my Aid been abſent, tho' unſeen, 
With friendly Guides in your benighted Maze: 
Nor Emmetline ſhall longer want the Sun. 
Artb. Is there an End of Woes? 
Mer. There is, and ſudden. 
I have employ'd a ſubtle airy Sprite | 
T' explore the paſſage, and prepare my way, 
My ſelf, mean Time, will view the magick Wood, 
To learn whereon depends its Force. | 
Con. But Emmeline— | 80 
Mer. Fear not: This Vial ſhall reſtore her Sight. 
Arth. Oh might I hope (and what's impoſlible 
To Merlin's Art?) to be myſelf the Bearer, 
That with the Light of Heav'n ſhe may diſcern 
Heß Lover firſt. SEN W 
Mer. Tis wond'rous hazardous; 
Yet T foreſee th' Event, tis fortunate. 
[Il bear ye ſafe, and bring ye back unharm'd : 
Then loſe not .precious 'Time, but follow me. 
a [Exeunt Omnes, Merlin leading Arthur. 
e SCENE 
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8CENE a Deep Wood. 


Enter Philidel. 
Phil. J left all ſafe behind? 


For in the hindmoſt Quarter of the Wood, 


My former Lord, grim Oſmond, walks the Round: 
Calls o'er the Names, and ſchools the tardy Sprites. 
His Abſence gives me more Security. 


At every Walk I paſs'd, I drew a Spell: 


Co that if any Fiend, abhorring, Heav'n, 
There ſets his Foot, it roots him to the Ground. 
Now cou'd I but diſcover Emmeline, 
My Taſk was fairly done. 
 Grimbald ruſbes out. He ſeizes Philidel, and binds 
bim in a Chain, 9 5 
Grim. O Rebel, have I caught thee ! 
Phil. Ah me! What hard Miſhap! 
Grim. What juſt Revenge! 
Thou mĩſcreant Elf, thou Renegado Scout, 
So clean, ſo furbiſh'd, ſo renew'd in White, 
The Livery of our Foes ; I ſee thee thro'; ?: 
What mak'ſt thou here? Thou trim Apoſtate ſpeak. 


Thou ſhak'ſt for Fear, I. feel thy falſe Heart pant. 


Phil. Ah mighty Grimbald, ' 


Who would not fear, when ſeiz'd in thy ſtrong Gripe! 


But bear me, Oh Renown'd, Oh worthy Fiend, 


The Favourite of our Chief. 


Grim. Away with fulſome Flattery, | 


The Food of Fools; thou know'ſt where laſt we met. 


When, but for thee, the Chriſtians had been ſwallow'd 
In quaking Bogs, and living ſent to Hell. 


Phil. Ay, then | was ſeduc'd by Merlin's Art, 
And half perſuaded by bis ſoothing Tales, © 


To hope for Heay'n ; as if eternal Doom 
Cou'd be revers'd, and undecreed for me; 
But I ain now ſet right. _ 

| Grim. - 
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Grim. Oh till thou think'ft to fly a Fool to Mark. 

Phil. 1 fled from Merlin, free as Air that bore me, 
T' unfold to Oſmond all his deep Deſigns. 

Grim. I believe nothing : Oh, thou fond Impoſtor, 
When wert thou laſt in Hell? I: Is not thy Name 
Forgot, and blotted from th' infernal Roll? 

But ſince thou ſay'ſt thy Errand was to Oſmond, 

To O/mond ſhalt thou go: March, know thy Driver. 
Phil. | Kneeling.) Oh, ſpare me, Grimbald, and Pl 

be thy Slave: | 

Tempt Hermits for thee in their koly Cells, 

And Virgin in their Dreams. 

Grim. Canſt thou, a Devil, hope to cheat a Devil? 
A Spy ; why that's a Name abhorr'd in Hell. 

Haſte, forward, forward, or I'll goad thee on 

With iron Spurs. 

Phil. But uſe me kindly then: | 
Pull not fo hard, to hurt my airy Limbs ; 

III follow thee unforc'd : Look, there's the Way. | 
Grim. Ay, there's thy Way indeed ; but for more 

Suret 

Pill keep an Eye behind: Not one Word more, 

But follow decently. [ Grim. goes out, dragging Phil. 
Phil. So, catch him, Spell. [Afide. 
Grim. [Within.] Oh bs me, help me, 13 
Phil. Why, what's the Matter ? | 
Grim. Oh, I am enſnar'd ; ge” 

Heav'n's Birdlime wraps me round, and glue my Wings 

Looſe me, and I will free thee : 1 

Do, and I'll be thy Slave. 

Phil. What, to a Spy, a Name abhort'd in Hell? 
Grim. Do not inſult, Oh, Oh, I grow to Ground ; 
The hiery Net draws cloſer on my Limbs. 5 
Phil. Thou ſhalt not have the Eaſe to curſe in Tor- 

ments: 

Be db for one half Hour: ſo long my Chas 

—_ keep thee ſilent, and there lie 
Till O/mend breaks thy Chain. 


TPhilidel unbinds his own Fetters, 


£ nter 
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Enter to we Merlin, avith a Vial i in his Hand; and 
Arthur. 


Mer. Well haſt thou wrought thy Safety v with thy 
We 

My Philidel ; go meritorious on: 

Me other Work requires, to view the Wood, 

And learn to make the dire Inchantments void. 

Mean Time attend King Arthur in my Room; 

Shew him his Love, and with theſe ſovereign Drops 

Reſtore her Sight. | | 

[Exit Merlin, giving a Vial to Philidel, 


RECITATIVE. 


, Phil. We muſt work, we muſt haſte; 
Noon Tide Hour i is almoſt paſt. 
Sprites that glimmer in the Sun, 
Into Shades already run, | 
* Oſmond. will be here anon.“ 


| Enter Emmeline and Matilda, at the upper End of the 
ed | 


Artb. O yonder, yonder ſhe's already found : 
My Soul directs my Sight, and flies before it, 
Now, gentle Spirit, uſe thy utmoſt Art; 
Unſeal her Eyes ; and this Way lead. her Ste 
Arthur withdraws behin the Scene, 


Emmeline and Matilda come forward. 


Philidel approaches Emmeline, ſprinkling ſome of the 
Water over ber Eyes out of the Vial. 


„ 


Phil. Thus, thus I infuſe 
Theſe Sovereign:-Dews. © - 

Fly back, ye Flims, that cloud BY Sight ; ; 
And you, ye cryſtal Humours bright, 
Your noxious Vapours purg'd away; 
Recover and admit the Day. 

Now caſt your Eyes an and fee 

All but me. 


Em 


e 
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Bm, Ha! What was that ? who f. pole 7 
Mat. IJ heard the Voice; tis one of Oſmond's Fiends. | 
Em. Some bleſſed Angel ſure; I feel my wo 


 Unſeal'd, they walk abroad, and a new World 


Comes ruſhing on, and ſtands all gay before me. 
Mat. Oh Heavens! Oh Joy of Joys! ſhe has her 
Sight! | 

Em. I am new- born; 3 1 ſhall run mad for Rea en 
[Staring on Mat. 


Are Women ſuch as thou! Such glorious Creatures? _ 
Artb. | Afide.] Oh how I envy her, to be firſt ſeen 


Em. Stand farther ; let me take my Fill of Sight. 
{Looking up. 
What's that above, that weakens my new Eyes, 4 
Makes me not ſee, by ſeeing ? | 
Mat. Tis the Sun. © © 
Em. The Sun! 'tis ſure a God, if that be „50 x: 
Oh! if thou art a Creature, beſt and faireſt, _ 
How well art thou, from Mortals ſo remote, 
To ſhine and not to burn, by near — * 
How haſt thou lighten'd even my very Soul, 
And let in Knowledge by another Senſe! 
I gaze about, new born to Day and thee ; 
A Stranger yet, an Infant to the World! 
Art thou not pleas'd, Matilda? Why, like me, 
Doft thou not look and wonder? __ ! 
Mat. For theſe Sights  __ - „ 


Are to my Eyes familiar. 


Em. That's my Joy, 


Not to have ſeen 4 ore : For nated now. 


Comes all at once, confounding my Delight, 8 
Zut ah! what Thing am 1? Fain would L know ; . 
Or am I blind, or do I ſee but Half?! rin . 
With all my Care, and looking round has; 
I cannot view my Face... | A 00 
| 4 4 None ſee themſelves rw * . 
But by Reflection; in this Glaſs you SONS 
r l [Gives HE 4 ou. a 
Em. [Looking i in the Glaſs] What's this:? 
It holds a Face within it : 5 ſweet Face . 
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It draws the Mouth, and ſmiles, and looks upon me; 
And talks; but vet I cannot hear it ſpeak ; 
The pretty Thing is dumb. 

Mat. The pretty Thing | 
You fee within the Glaſs, is You. | 

Em. What am I two ? Is this another me? 2 
Indeed it wears my Clothes, has Hands like mine; 
And mocks whate'er I do; but that Pm ſure 
I am a Maid, Id ſwear it were my Child. [Matilda Tooks. 
Look, my Matilda : We both are in the Glaſs. 
Oh, now I know it plain; they are our Names, | 
That peep upon us there. 

Mat. Gur Shadows, Madam. | 
Em. Mine is the prettier Shadow fr, than thine. 
I love it; let me kiſs my t 'other Self. 


[Kiſſing the c. ; 
Alas, Pre kiſod it Dead; the fine Thing s gone; 
Indeed it kiſs'd fo Cold as if twere Dyin 
[Arthur comes forward fo fo ftly ; 3 a. zb 
Tis here again. lber 
Oh, no, this Face is neither mine nor thine; 3. . 
I think the Glaſs hath born another Child. 
[Ihe turns and ſees Att” 
Ha! What art thou with a new Kind of Face, 
And other Clothes, a noble Creature too; 
But taller, bigger, fiercer in thy Look; 
Of a controuligg Eye, majeſtick Make? 
Mat. Do yoWnot know him, Madam ? 1 
an 3 1 
Arth. Ves, and the moſt unha of m Ki 
If you have change your Five: , ok . 
Em. My deareft Lord! 
Was my Soul blind; and cou'd not that look out, 
To know you, ere you ſpoke ? Oh Cog, 
Of our ſoft 8ex; Well are you made our Lords: 
Sa bold, ſo great, ſo God. like are you form'd. "i 
How can you love ſuch filly Things as Women: P.. 
Arth. Beauty like your's commands; and Lo 8 
But a more boiſterous, and a ſtronger wah {made | 
To you, the belt e Kind BO 15 5 
N. 
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Enn. But are ye mine? Is there an end of War ? 


Are all thoſe Trumpets dead themſelves, at laſt, 


That us'd to kill Men with their thund'ring Sounds ? 
Arth. The Sum of War is undecided yet ; . 

And many a breathing Body muſt be cold, 

Ere you are free. 
Em. How came you hither chen? 
Arth. By Merlin's Art, to ſnatch a ſhort liv'd Bliſs ; 

To feed my famiſh'd Love upon your Eyes, 

One Moment, and depart. 
Em. O Moment, worth _ 

Whole Ages paſt, and all that are to come! 

Let Love ſick Oſwald, now unpitied mourn ; 

Let Oſmond mutter Charms to Sprites in vain, 

To make me love him; all ſhall not change . Soul. 
Arth. Hal Does th? Enchanter practiſe ell upon 

Is he my Rival too? _ e 
Em. Yes, but 1 hate kind; 

For when he ſpoke, thro' my ſhut Ey es ] fax him; 

His Voice-look'd ugly, and breath'd Brimftone on me: 

And then I firſt was glad that I was blind, 

Not to behold Damnation 
Phil, This Time is left me to.congratulate _ - 

© Your new-born Eyes ; and tell you what — gain 


By Sight reſtor d, and viewing him e 


Appear, you airy Forms“ 8 

Airy Spirits appear in the Shapes f Men and Wo omen. 

« Man fin Oh Sight, the er of Deſires, 
e e S eder 


11 


arming Objects doſt thou yield! 


0 'Ths ſweet when tedious Night expires, 


N 10 ſee the roſy Morning gild | 
The Mountain Tops, and paint the Field ! 
But when Clorinda comes in Sight, 
« She makes the Summer's Day more bright, 
And when ſhe goes away 'tis Night. 
c ' Chor. When Fair Clerinda comes in Sight, c. 


, in. Ang. Tis ſweet the bluſhing Morn to view: 
1271 Plains n d 1 7 pearly Dew: | 1 
20k 
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*-..* But ſuch cheap Delights to ſee, | 
___* Heaven and Nature | 


© Give each Creature ; ; 
They have Eyes, as well as we; 
* This is the Joy, all Joys above, | 
« To ſee, to fee, - Y 
I That only the, 
Ft That only ſhe we love! | 
F . * Choy. This is the Joy, all Joys above, &c. 


Han fings. And if we may diſcover 
What charms both Nymph and Lover, 
«* 'Tis, when the Fair at Mercy lies, 
* With kind and amorous Anguitſh, 
* To ſigh, to look, to Ianguiſh | 
On each other's Eyes! 


| Chor. of all Men and e 
And if we may diſcover, fc. 
. Break off 1 5 8 Muſick; ſor our Foes are near. 
„ | [Pirits nan 1 
3 Merlin. | 8 
Merl. My Sovereign we have hazarded too far; -. 
But Love excuſes you, and Preſcience me. „ 
Make haſte; for Oſmond is even now alarm'd, 
An greedy of . haſting home. - . 
* Arth. Oh take ve with us, or leave me here. 
Merl. J cannot, for fhe's held by Charms too ſtrong ; 
Which, with th enchanted Grove, muſt be . 
Till when, my Att is vain: But fear not Emmelinez + 
Th' Enchanter has no Pow'r on Innocence. 
Em. [to Arth.) Farewell, fince we muſt part : 
When you are gone, 
Pl] look into my Glaſs, Juſt where you look'd, 
To find your Face again; 1 
If 'tis not there, Pll think on you ſo long, | * | 
My Heart ſhall make your Picture for my Eyes. 
Arth. Where-e er I go, my Soul ſhall ſtay wich thee: 
"Tis but my Shadow that I take away: P 
True Lowe | is never happy but 86 Halves; 


1 


, > 
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An April Sun-ſhine, that by Fits appears, . * 


It ſmiles by moments, but it mourns by Years. 


[Exeunt Arthur and Merline at one Door. 


Enter Oſmond at the other Door, who James's on 
Emmeline, and ſbe on him. g 


Em. Matilda, ſave me from this u y Thing. 
This Foe to Sight : ſpeak ; doſt thou 1556 him? 
Mat. Too well; tis Ofwald's Friend, the great 
Magician. 

Em. It cannot be a Man, he's ſo unlike the Man Ilove. 

Oſm. HAſide.] Death to my Eyes, the ſees ! 

Em. I wiſh I could not; but Fl cloſe my Sight, 
And ſhut out all I can—It wo'not be: 
Winking I ſee thee ſtill, thy odious Image 
Stares full into my Soul; and there infeQts the Room 
My Arthur ſhou'd poſſeſs. 

Oſm [Afde.] I find too late, © 
That Merlin and ber Lover have been here. 

If 1 was fir d before when ſhe was bling, | 

Her Eyes dart Lightning now, ſhe muſt be mine. 4 

En. r dreadful Thing, N thy Pune | 
ere ; 

And, if thou canſt, reform that ther Face; 

Look not ſo grim upon me. 

Oſn. My name is Oſmond, and my duſineſs Love 

Em. Thou haſt a grizly Look; e what thou 
r % 30 2 . 

Oſm ent-hou ows, and my 
Ofc Pr. Sight, but rote. are manly Signs; 1 67 
Faint White and Red abuſe your pes tient 1 
Be Woman; know your Sex, and loye full Pleaſures, | 

En. Love from a Monſter, Fiend? | 

Ofm. Come you muſt love, or you bs ſuffer Love 3 
No Co yneſs, none, for I am Maſter here. 

Em "And when did 0 __ ive away his Power, 
That thou preſum'ſ to rule ? Be ſure T. h. 
For as I am his priſoner, he is mine. ; 

O/m. Why then thou art a Captive ta a Captive. 
O be with the Fight, "ney with Third, . 

| | * D. 2 1136 V1 TAU 3 _'Fbax 
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That Oſwald, whom you mention d, call'd for Drink. 
| I mixt a ſleepy Potion in His Bowl, i 

iſ Which be and his Fool Friend quaff d eedily; 

| The happy Doſe wrought the defir'd Effect; 

Then'to a Dungeon's depth I ſent both bound ; "RR 

Where ſtow'd with Snakes and Adders now they . 3 
Two Planks their Beds, ſlippery with Ooſe Slime. 
The Rats bruſh o er their Faces with their Tails, | 


Ki” 
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i And cooking Faddocks crawl upon their Limbs, 
5 Since when the Garriſon N on me; 

1 Naw know you are my Slave. | 

q Mat. Heftrikes a Horrour thro? my Blood. 

= Em, I freeze, as if his i impioos im ou wok 

I My Feet to A | 


$ ' Oſm. But Love ſhall thaw ye. 1 An 
j TI. how his Force in Countries bd with "$2, 8 
. Where the pale Pole Star in the North of Heaven 
Sits high, and on the froſty Winter broods ; 
t Yet there Love reigns :- For Proof, this Magick Wen 
. Shall change the Mildneſs of ſweet Britain's Clime . | | 
f To Iceland, and the fartheſt Thule's Froſt, 
NY Where the proud God, diſdaining Winter's Bounds, | 
. O'er-leaps the Fences of eternal Snow, 


And with his Warmth ſupplies the diſtant Sun. = 
Oſmond A the Ground. with bis Wand. 
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| Changes to, a @ Proſped of Winter in. frenen cue. 5 
i * Ciupjid Deſcends.” n 

| | TM. after 72 brink. \ 4 


What ho, thou Genius of the Clime, At ho 1 

. _ -»— Eyft thou aſleep beneath thoſe Hills of Snow ? * 

F Stretch out thy lazy Limbs ; awake, awake, | 

2 And Winter from thy furr Mantle ſhake, 
3 Genius Ariſes. 

ann, Aix. Mr. Wilder... 

Whar SITE art thou, who Rar e 
Haſt made me riſe, unwillingly, and The: 
From Beds of everlaſtin Jaw DET” 
Seeft thou not how ſtiff and wond rous old, 
Far unfit to bear the bitter Cold, 


I can 


> 
>» 


1d 


Cupid wawes his Wand, upon which he Stone's tak . 


| . * Mater Ih 
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I can ſcarcely move or draw my Breath : 
Let me, let me, freeze again to Death. ; 


Aix. Maſter Paſſerins. 4 
Thou doating Fool, forbear, forbear, 
What, doſt thou dream of freezing here 7 
At Love's appearing all the. Sky clearing, 
The ſtormy Winds their Fury ſpare ; . 
Winter ſubduing, and Sprin renewing, | 
My Beams create a more glorious Year, 
Thou doating Fool, forbear, forbear; 
What, doſt thou dream of Fins here 48 


Alx. Mr. Wilder, _ 
Great Love, I know thee now; = 
Eldeſt of the Gods art tho 
Heavw'n and Earth by thee were en 
Human Nature 
Is thy Creature, „„ 
"_ where thou art obeyd. e 
B Maſter 1 5. 5 
No art of my dominion ſhall be waſte; 
To ſpread my Sway, and ſing 1 e 
Ey'n here Iwill a People raiſe, 
Of kind embracing Lovers, and embrac'd.. 


and diſcovers 4 —— 3 lee and mm to the 25 nd. 
. Stage. | e TOS SOOT BY, 
| Peaſints appear. i 5 2 a 5 


ns FN we - aſſemble. tie Tod 
Thy Revels to hold: Lr 
Tho' quiv'ring with cod. OF AG 

We I and: Fremble. - U oy av; 
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CHORUS. 


"Tis Love; tis Love, 'tis Love, that has warm'd us; 
In ſpite of cold Weather, | 
He brought us together: 188 

Tis Love, tis Love, 'tis Love, that has arm'd us. 


*<DUETTO. 


Sound a | Parley, ye Fair, and ſurrender 8 
, Set ur ſelves, and your Lovers at Eaſe ; 
ateful Offender 
a Who Plecfire dare ſeize ; 
* But the whining Pretender 

Is ſure to diſpleafe. * 


5 Since the Fruit of 3 is Poſſeſſing, 
* "Tis unmanly to ſigh and complain : hs 
When we kneel for Redreſſing, 
We move your Diſdain: 
Love was made for a Bleſſing, | 
And not fora Pain. 


A. DA N C E. | 
: [Peaſants Exeunt 


Em. 1 | cou'd be werd with any one but thee, 
Who entertain'd my Sight with ſuch gay Shows, 


As Men and Women moving here and there; 


'That NN one another in their * i ben f 
Have made their Feet a Tune. A YN 
Ofm. What Coying it again! 


No more ; but make me happy to may y Guſt, 
That is, without your Struggling. / 


Em. From my Sight, +} 0631 5g HO 
Thou all thy Devils in one, thou dar * not x {dies me. 
| * You teach me well, | find you rg raviſh'd. 
II give you that Excuſe. your Sex deſires. 5 

[He ſeizes. her and ſbe Sas 0 
| Crim, | [within.] O .belp me, - Maſter, help. me ! 

Of: ' Who's 2 my 1 mea Come and help 


oy. m | | 
For 'tis 99 Work t bangen 1 


-, 


4 Grinb. 


* 


(| 
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Grim. [uithin.] I cannot ſtir; Jam Spell . 
by Philidel, | 
And purs'd within a Net, 
With a huge heavy Weight of Holy Words, 
Laid on my Head, that keeps me down from riſing. 
O/m. I'll read em backwards, and releaſe thy Bands. 
Mean time go in: [To Emmeline 
Prepare yourſelf, and eaſe my Drudpery ; 65 
But if you will not ne enjoy d, 
A little honeſt Force is well employ'd. [Exit Ofinond: 
Em. Heav'n be my Guard, I have no other Friend 
Heav'n ever preſent to thy ſuppliant s Aid, 5 
Protect and pity Innocence betray d. 
Ln Emmeline and Matilda 


—  — — — oa eo 
— — 


———— —— —— ———— en 
3 ae — —— 


End the Trip AcT. 


CE EE 


ACT IV. 


8 0 E N E a Grove. 
Alatge Oak in the front of the Stage. 
Enter Oſmond ſolus. n 


OW I am ſettled in my forceful Sway; 

Why then, I'Il be luxurious in my . 1 
Take my full Guſt, and, ſetting Forms afide, 

III * the Ye; that fires my lood, lie down. 


LS of. 
Enter Grinbald, who meets bim. 


As rin. Not ſo faſt, Maſter, Danger threatens thee: 

Tre's a black Cloud deſcending from above, 

Full of Heaven's Venom, burſting o'er thy Head. 

 Oſm. Malicious Fiend, thou ly'it : For Iam fenc'd 

By Millions of thy Fellows, in my Grove: | 
[ bad thee, when I freed thee from: the Charm, 


Run 


. —— — A ﬀ 
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Run ſcouting thro” the Wood, from Tree to Tree, 

And look if all my Devils were on Duty : 

Hadſt thou perform'd thy Char thou tardy Sprite, 
Thou wouldſt have known no Pager threaten'd me. 

Grim. When did a Devil fail in Diligence? 

Poor Mortal, thou thyſelf art overſeen; _ 

I have been there, and thence I bring this News, 

Thy fatal Foe, great Arthur, is at Hand: | 

Merlin has ta'en his Time while thou wert abſent 

T” obſerve thy Characters, their Force, and Nature, 
- And counterwork thy Spells. | 

Ofm. The Devil take Merlin; 
Il caſt 'em all a-new, and inſtantly, + 
4 All of another Mould; be thou at Hand. 
1 Their Compoſition was, before, of Horror; 
Now they ſhall be of Blandifhment, and Love; 
. Seducing Hopes, ſoft Pity, tender Moans : 
Art ſhall meet Art: and, when they think to win, 

Þ® The Fools ſhall find their Labours to beginn. 0 
® [ [Exeunt Olm. and Grimb. | 


Enter Artbur, and Merlin on the other no 


Ii Merl. Thus far it is permitted me to 

Gl | But all beyond this Spot is fenc'd with C arms; 

'F I may no more, but only with Advice. __ 
Arth. My Sword ſhall do the reſt. _ | 
Merl. Remember well, that all is but Illuſion Y 

Go on ; good Stars attend thee. 

Arth. Doubt me not. 
Merl, Yet in prevention 

Of what may come, Pl leave my Philidet 

To watch thy Steps, and with him leave my Wand 4 

The touch of which na earthly Fiend can bear, 

In whate'er Shape transform'd, but muſt lay down 
His borrow'd Figure, and N the Devil. a 
Once more farewell, and proſper. (Ex. Merle, 

Arth. Ie . No Danger yet, I ſee no Walls of 


Na City of: the Finds, with Forms obſcene, at 


To 
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To grin from far on p 8 

This is indeed the Grove 1 ſh — 5 

But where's the Horror ? Mb pro Prohe et. err d. 

Hark! Muſick, und, the warbling Notes of Birds FE 
- 3h Mujich 

Hell entertains me, like PS welcome Gu 

More Wonders yet; yet all delightful too. 


The SCENE opens and diſcovers a pleaſant River, 
ſhaded with Trees, a Golden Bridge « over it. 


A Silver Current to forbid my Paſſage, 

And yet tinvite me, ſtands a Golden Vide: 

Perhaps a Trap for my unwary Feet, 

To fink and whelm me underneath the Waves ; 

With Fire or Water, let him wage his War, 

Or all the Elements at once; I'll on. 7 
[4s he is going to the Bridge, tao Syrens ariſe y ex the 
Water: They ſbew themſelves to the Waiſt, and ce 


C2 Hren. 0 paſs not on, but ſtay. 
And waſte the joyous Day 
* With us in gentle Play: 
© Unbend to Love, unbend thee: 
O lay the Sword aſide, 
And other Arms provide; 
For other Wars attend thee, 
And ſweeter to be try d. 
0 G For other Wars, &c. 


DUETTO. Sung, by. Signiora Paſſerini, and 


Maſter Paſſerini. 
Two Daughters of this aged Stream are we; 


And both our Sea- green locks have comb'd for thee : By 


Come bathe with us an hour or two, 
Come naked in, for we are ſo ; 
WI Danger from a naked Foe ? 


Come bathe with us, come bathe, and ſhare 
bat Pleaſures in the Floods appear: 
We'll beat the Waters till they bound, 


And circle, round, around, around, | 
circle round, around. "Ut 4 


Arth. 
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n — — —— n 


. 7, DR 
* 


2 — 2 — - 
T * : 
— — INOS o ; 00 D ei 


pany xe 4G; 


* 
—— —— r ; 


— So 
FA Lou Canoe Crd 33 — 


36 King Arr. 
Arth. A lazy. Pleaſure trickles thro' my Veins g- 


Here could I ſtay, 10 150 be cozen'd ger 


But Honour calls; is our in ſuch haſte ? | 
Can it not bait at ſuch a pleaſing Inn? * 
No; for the more I look, the more 1 long: 
Farewel, ye fair Illuſions, I muſt leave ye, 
While I have Pow'r to fay, that L muſt leave ye. 
Farewel, with half my Soul I ſtagger off; 

How dear this flying Victory has coſt, 

When if I ſtay to ſtruggle, I am loſt. 


As be is going n Nympbs and ur. come out 
| 4 105 bebind the Tr rees. | 


T R 1 0. 


Ri Moſer Palin, Miſs M. Veil, Mrs. Clover, 


1- 

. How happy the ee” 5 
How eaſy his Chain, 
How pleaſing his Pain, 

How ſweet: to diſco ven 
He ſighs not in vaiinm. 
For Love every Crete: 1 
Is form'd by his Nature; 3 
No Joys.are bee 88 
The Pleaſures of Lobe“ 7 ps 


II. 
0 In vain. are our Graces, 

In vain are your Eyes, 
If Love you deſpiſe; - 9 5 
When Age furrows Faces, It's 

"Tis time to be wiſe. 1 | 

Then uſe the ſhort . 

That flies in Poſſeſſing: 1500 | 
No Joys are above ar | 5550 pA 
The Pleaſures of Love. e. 


Arth. And what are theſe F antaſtick Fairy 1 


To Love like mine e ? Falſe es falſe Welcomes all. : 
Be 


Je 


| Theſe Groays 


My Heart hen ve up, my Hair to riſe in Btiſtles, 
: And aun; left a Voice to: aſk thy Name. 


Fierce O nel des ume in this b 
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Be gone, ye Sylvan Trippers of the Green; 


Fly after Night, and overtake the Moon. 
Here the Dancers, Singers and Sirens uaniſb, 
This goodly Tree ſeems: Queen of all the Grove: 
The-Ringlets round her 'Trunk declare her guilty. 
Of many Midnight Sabbaths revell'd here. 
Her will I firſt at _ 
[Arthur. ſtrives at t Tree, and cuts it ; Blood ſpouts 
out of it, a Groan:fallows,. then'a Shriek. 
Good Heav'ns, what monſtrous Prodigies are theſe! 
Blood follows from my Blow ; the wounded Rind 
mn on my Sword, and: Sanguine dyes the Plain. 
He-Arikes again: A Voice of Emmeline from behind. 
Em. [ Lyon behind.) Forbear, if thou haſt 1 ah, 
forbear ! | 


not from a ſenſeleſs. Plant, | 
No Spouts of Bload\run-welling from a Tree: 
_ Arth. Speak what: thou art; Lcharge rer | 


_ Beivg:: 
Then that had: tngde my curdled Blood: run deck, 


 [Emol: breats out of the Tree, ſhecuing ber Ave ; 


: blnadly. - 

km. Wham: 'thou.kaſt-burt; unkindiand, cruel,. ſee; 5 

Look on this Blood, {ris fatal, ſtill, to me, 2 

Tochear- A Wounds, my Heart has felt em firſt; 
Arth. is: mne; Amazement | roots me 10 the 


"Ground? | 
Bum 2 cruel Charms, droggd. from my peaceful 
ag Bark; 


And bid me'ftand'expos'd'ts the bleak Winds, 
And Winter Storms, and Heavu's Inclemency, | 
Bound to the Fate of this Hell- baunted Grave ; 
IT on nei, 
Violate t. 1 
And, when that falls, I die * gi 
Arth. If this be true, | 


9 * never to by ended Cha. 


For Reaſon ſtill pronounces, tis not ſhe, rite. 
And ftrew my mangled Limbs, wich every Stroke: 
Wound me, and doubly kill me, with Dane, 

A Love: ſick Virgin. panting with Deſire, 
No con'cious Eye t'intrude on our Deligbts; 3 

Haſte then, to take me langing to thy W- 


They only, they, who pleaſe themſelves, are wiſe 


Thou Load of Life : It thou wert made for Souls, 


| Eden was loſt, as all thy Sons would. loſe it. 


Which, if thou giv'ſt, is plighted to a Fiend. 
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At leaſt by me; yet all may be Illuſion. 


Break up ye thick ning Fogs, and filmy Miſts, 
All that bely my Sight, and cheat my Senſe. 


And thus refolvy'd—[Lifts up bis Sword, as Loing to 
En. Do, ſtrike, Barbarian, ſtrike; 


That by thy Hand I fell. 

Arth. What ſhall I do, ye Peer 8 

Em. Lay down thy vengeful Sword; *tis fatal hers': 
What need of Arms, where no Defence is made? 


For this thou halt the Siren's Songs deſpis „ 
For this, thy faithful Paſſion I reward; | 


4rtb. OlLove! O Merlin ! whom fhould-I'bdlieve ? = 
Em. Believe thy ſelf, thy Youth, thy Love, and wy k 


Diſarm thy Hand, that mine may meet it bare. | 
Arth. By thy Leave, Reaſon, here I throw thee of, 


Then Souls ſhould have been mide without their Bodies. 
If, Falling for the firſt created Fair, J 
Was Adam's Fault, Great Grandfire, 1 forgive thee; 3 


[ Going towards Emmeline, and pulling off bis canli. 


Enter Philidel running \ | 
PBil. Hold, poor deluded Mortal, hold thy Hand 3 p 


For Proof” behold the Virtue of this Wand; _— 
Th' infernal Paint ſhall vaniſh from her face, an fe: 
And Hell ſhall ſtand reveal'd..., 1 
[Strikes Emmeline with a "Wand, who firs : * #5 
ſcends e Grimbald, appears in ber place. _ oo 
Now ſee to whoſe Embraces thou wert falling. 3 
Behold the Maiden Modeſty of Grimbald. 1 
The — earthieft, uglieſt Fiend in Hell. 


— 
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8 
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Arth. Horror ſeizes me, 


To think what headlong Ruin I have tempted. 
Phil. Haſte to thy Work; a noble Stroke or two 


Ends all the Charms, and diſenchants the Grove. 


PI hold thy Miſtreſs bound. [chains Grimbald. 
Arth. Then here's for Earneſt ; 5 
Strikes twice or thrice, and the Tree ſinks amidſt | 

Thunder and Lightening. : 
Tis finiſſid, and the Duſk, that yet rewdige, 
Is but the native Horror of the Wood. 


But J muſt loſe no Time; the Paſs is free; 


Th' unroofted Fiends have quitted this Abode; 
On yon proud Towers, before this Day be done, 


My glittering Banners ſhall be wav'd againſt the ſetting + 


Su IExit Arthur. 
Phil. Come on, my ſurly slave; come ſtalk along. 
And ſtamp a Mad-man's Pace, and drag thy Chain. 

Grim. Ill champ and foam upor't, till the blue Venom 


Work upwards to thy Hands, and looſe their Hold. 


Phil. Know'ſt 4 this pow'rful Wand ? *tis lifted | 
A ſecond Stroke wou'd ſend thee to the Centre, [up 3 


Benumb'd and dead, as far as Souls can die. 


Erin. I wou d thov woud'ſt, to rid me of my Senſe: | 


I fball be whoop'd thro'-Hell, at my Return ee 
Inglorious from the Miſchief 1 deſigr d. v6. HT 


Phil. And threfore ſince thou loatheſt Etherial Light 


The Morning Sun ſhall beat on thy black Brows ; ; 


The Breath thou draw'ſt ſhall be of upper Air, 


' Hoſtile to thee, and to thy earthy Make; 
So light, ſo thin, that thou ſhall ſtarve for Want 
Of thy groſs food, till gaſping thou ſhalt lie, — 
And W it back all ſooty to the Sky. 


Mo Philidel, dragging Grimbald | after him. | 


8 


8 King Arn 


A © AT TW 
$CENE. The Wood. | 


Enter Oſmond as afrighted. 


 Ofm. FN Rrimbald made Priſoner, and my Grove 
deftroy'd ! 
| Now what can fave me— Hark, the Drums and Trum- 
pets ! [Drums and Trumpets within. 
Arthur is marching onward to the Fort, 
J have but one Recourſe, and that's to r 3 
But will de g ht for me, whom I have injur d? 
No, not for ang but-for hlmfelf he muſt; 
Ill urge. him with the laſt,Neceſſity, 
Better give up my Miſtreſs than m Life. * 
is Force is much unsqual to his Rival; ORD + 
True; —— But I'll help him with my — Art, x; 
And try Vunravel Fate, [Exit Oſmond. 


Enter Arthur, Conon, Aurelius, 1 and Soldirrs. | 
Con. Now there remains but this one Labour more x 
And if we have the Hearts of true-born Briten, 
The forcing of that Caſtle crowns.the Day. EP 
Aur. The Works are weak, the Gartiſon but thin, 155 
Diſpirited with frequent Overthrows, 5 
Already wavering on their ill mann'd Walls. 
Alb. They ſhift their Places oft, and ſkulk from War 
. Sure Signs of E Deſpair and eaſy Routz | 
It ſhews they place their Confidence in Magick, 
And when their Devils fail, their Hearts ate dea. 
Arth. Then, where you ſee em cluſt ring moſt, in Mane 
. * al 
And ſtaggering in - thetr Ranks, there reſs m home 
For that's a Coward's Heap—How's this, a Sally 
Enter Oſwald, Guillamar, and ſo/dier ton the ot Fae,” 
e wy ay to meet em on the ae 1 8 8 
Q. 


» —__ 
; 


King ARTHUR. 41 


w. Brave Briconsy hold; and thou their famous 
Chief, . 
Attend what Saxon O ald will propoſe. | 
He owns your ViQory ; but whether owing 
To Valour, or to Fortune, that he doubts. 
If Arthur dares aſcribe it to the firſt, 
And ſingl'd from a Croud, will tempt a Conqueſt, 
This Oſwald offers, let our Troops retire, - 
And Hand to Hand let us decide our Strife: 
This if refus'd, bear Witneſs Earth and Heavin 


Thou ſteal'ſt a Crown and Miſtreſs undeſerv'd. | 


Arth. T'll not uſurp thy Title of a Robber, 
Nor will upbraid thee, that before I proffer'd 


This ſingle Combat, which thou did'ſt avoid ; 
So glad I am; on any Terms to meet = 1 


And not diſcourage thy repenting Shame. 


As once Æneas my ſam d Anceſtor, W 101 
Betwixt the T7 rojan and Rutilian Bands, 


Fought for a Crown, and bright Lavinia's Bed x 3 
So will I meet thee, Hand to Hand oppog'd : 
My/auguring Mind affures the ſame Succeſs. 


15 [To his Men.] Hence out of View; if I am flain- ee. | 


Renounce me, Brztons, for a recreant Knight; 

And let the Saxon peace fully enjoy 

His former footing in our famous lle. 

To ratify theſe Terms, I ſwear: 
 Ofew.: You need not; | 

Your Honour is of Force, chu! your Oath. 


only add, that if I falk, or yield, 


Your's be 'the Crown; and Emmeline: 
. Arth. That's two Crowns. 5 
No more; we keep the tooking Heav'n 90 Sun | 
Tag long in  ExpeRtation, of our Arms. 
' [Beth Armies go off the tide. 
They b. SE, ſome equal Paſjes and Cloſing, they ap- 


= both wounded: Arthur fumbles among theTrees, 5 


ald © falls over him, they both riſe; Arthur 
æuoundi him again, then' Oſwald retreats.” Enter Of= 
mond from among the Trees, and with bis Wand 
Hrites Artur Sword: out of b Hand, and Exit. 


 Olwald 5 
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Oſwald purſues Arthur. Merlin enters, and 
Arthur his Sword, and Exit; ty chſe, and Arthur 
in the Fall, diſarms Oſwald. © 
Arth. Confeſs thyſelf o'ercome, _ aſk thy Life. $i 
O few. *Tis not worth aſking, when tis in (he: Power. 1 
Arib. Then take it as my Gift. | 
O/w. A wretched Gift. 
With loſs of Em Fe, Liberty and Love. Wo | 
[4 Concert of Trumpets twwithi 3 Arthur K 
Victory; while they found, Atthur and Oſwald 775 


to confer. 8 
*Tis too much Bounty to a vanquiſh d Foe ; 
Yet not enough to make me fortunate. 

Arth. Thy Life, thy Liberty, thy Honour ſafe, 
8 Lead back thy Saxons to theit antient Elb: . 

I wou'd reſtore thee fruitful Kent, the Gift- 

Of Vortigern for Hengift's il-bonght Aid. 
But that my Britons brook no Sovereign Power, 
To lord it in a Land; facred to Freedom, 

And of its Rights tenacious to the laſt. 
Ou. Nor more than thou haſt offer'd wou'd I take 5 
I would refule all Britain held in Homage; 

And own, no ather Maſters but the Gods. 


Enter on one fide, Merlin, Emmelioe, and Matilda, Co- 
non, Aurelius, Albanact, with Britiſh Sodiers, 1 27 

King Arthur's Standard diſplayd. On. the other — 

Guillamar, and Oſmond, 4vith Saxon Soldiers, 

ging their Colours on the Ground. © . 

[Arth. going to Emme. and embracing 4 

.  Arth. At length, at length, I have thee in my Ares 3 
Tho our malevolent Stars have Rruggled hard, wet 4 
And held us long aſunder. . - 

Em. We are ſo fitted for each other's 8 
That Heay'n had erred, in making of a third, 
Jo get betwixt, and intercept, our Loves.” ©. a 
Oo. Were there but this, this only Sight to "” 
The Price of Britain ſuould not buy my Stay. 
er. Take hence that Monſter of In r, 
Him who n Maſter, bear 5 ene 3 
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And in that toathſome- Dungeon plunge him deep, 
Where he plung d noble Oſwald. 

' Oſm. That indeed is fitteſt for. me-, 
For there 1 ſhall be near my Kindred Fiends; + 
And ſpare my Grimbald's Pains to bear me to em. 

Ms curried 
Mer. [16 Atth.] For this Day's $ Palm, and for t y 
fermer Accs, 

Thy Britain freed, and "IAN Force expell'd, 
Thou, Arthur, haſt acquired a future Fame, 
And of three Chriſtian Worthies, art the firſt :- 
And now at once to treat thy Sight and Soul, 
Behold what rolling Ages ſhall produce :. 
The Wealth, the Loves, the Glories of our ile, 
Which yet like Golden Oxe, unripe in Beds, 
Expect the warm Indulgeney of eay n 
Tee call em forth to Light — 
Nor thou, brave Saxen Prince, diſdain our Traube: 8 
Britons and Saxons ſhall be once one People; 
One common Tongue, one common Faith ſhall bind 
Our jarring Bands, in a perpetual Peace. 


Merlin WAaVEs 515 Wand fy 156 Frene ER ** A | 
covers the Britiſh Ocean in a Storm. _ Folus in 4 
Cloud above : 


- $ONG. PEADY Ms. Milder. 
+ Ye bluſb'ring Brethren of the Skies, 
Whoſe Breath has rufffd all the watry Fin, 
Retire, and let Britannia rele, | 
In Triumph oer the Main. 
—_— and calm, wr void of Fear,” 
4 een of Iſlands muſt ap | 
I 2 and calm, as when Je Sprin ring 
The new-created World began. 
And Birds on Boughs a" ſoftly ſing 
i * Their peaceful Homage paid to Mans... 
While Euru did bis Ae 
In favour of the tender Tae N 
Retreat, rude Winds, retreat ee 2 EN 
To holde Rocks, your ſtormy 2 
32 r fell Your, ung; and az D N , 


Solus: 2 
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Zolus aſcends., The S CE NE opens, and diſtovers 
a calm Sea, an Iſland ariſes, to a f oft Tune; Bri- 
tannia ſeated in the Hand, with e at ber 
Feet, {Os 


| Pain an Nereid: Huy: 
3 Þ Round thy Coaſts, fair Nymph of Britain. 
For thy Guard our Waters flow = | 8 
6 Proteus all his Herd admitting, 
On thy Greens to graze below: 
Foreign Lands thy Fiſhes taſting, . 
Learn from thee luxurious Fealling 


$ "A of bree Parte. wy 


J. 
R « For folded Focke, on fruitful Plains, | 
The Shepherds and the Farmers Gains, 
Fair Britain all the World outvies : 
And Pan, as in Arcadia, reigns, 95 
1 Where Pleaſure mixt with Profit lies. 
8 Tho Jaſens 8 Piece id fam'd of old, 5 
The Britiſh Wool is growing Gold; tis 
No Mines can more of Wealth fopply : 
It. keeps the Peafants ſrom the Cold, 
And takes for Kings the Brian Dye. 


« [The laft Stanza jung over again betwixt Pan and the 
« Nereid. - After which the Keen Denar is varied, | 
* and goes on. 


' Enter Comus with throe Peaſants $i fin ing the fol- | 
* lowing Song in Parts. 


Com. Your Hay it is mow'd, and your Corn is reap'd ; 
* Your Barns will be full, and your Hovels 9 : 
Come, my Boys, come; ; 
* Come, my Boys, come; IE. 
And merrily roar out Harveſt Home ; 320 
Ha ; ©... = i 
« Harveſt Home; . 
And merrily roar out Harveſt W 5 | 
: Chor: Yue, muy Boys, come, Ve 3 n 


— ” 
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C2 Man. We _ cheated the Parfon, we'll cheat him 
© again, | 
+ For why, ſhould a Blockhead ha One i in Ten? 

One in Ten, 

One in Ten | 

For why ſhould 6 Bleckbead ha One in Ten wy 

* Chor, One in Ten, 

One in Ten; 

For why ſhould A Blockhead he One in Tea? 


* 2 Man, For prating ſo long likes Book-learn'd Sot, 
„ Pudding and umpling burn to Pot, 
Warn W320: 
Burn to Pot; 
Till Pudding and Dumpling burn to Pot. 
* Chor, Burn to Pot, Se. 1 


EF Man. We'll toſs off our Ale till we canno tand, 
And Hoigh for the Honour of Old _—_ 
Old England. | 
Old England; © 
And Hoigh for the Honour of Old England. 
>v Chor. * Old Englandy Ce. | 


=; The Dance vary'd? into around Country Dang? 
Enter Venus. 


8 2 N G. Sung b Signiora . 


__  RperTarive. 
Faireft Ille, all Hex excelling, 
Seat of Pleaſures and of Loves; 
Venus here will chuſe her Dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian Groves. 


Alx. 
pr” guild, from his Fav'rite Nation, fl 
Care and Envy will remove; 
| Jealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, _ 
And 8 that dies for Love, _ 


4 (75,148 Gentle | 
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Gentle Murmurs, ſweet Complaining, 
 Sighs that blow the Fire of Love; 
Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, 

Shall be all the Pains you prove. 
Every Swain ſhall pay his Duty, - 
Grateful every Nymph ſhall prove; 
And as theſe excel in Beauty, + 
"Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. 
*SONG by Mr. Howe. - 
be. You ſay, *Tis Love creates the Pain, 
Of which ſo fadly you complain 
And yet wou'd fain engage my Heart 
In that uneaſy cruel are:: 
+ + But how, alas! think you, that! 
Can bear the Wound of which you die? 
He. Tis not my Paſſion makes my Care, 
But your Indiff'rence give Deſpiar: 
The luſty Sun begets no Spring, 
Till gentle Show'rs Aſſiſtance bring: 
* So Love that ſcorches and deſtroys, 
Till Kindneſs aid, can cauſe no Joys. 
RE + © ; 
© She. Love has a thouſand Ways to Pleaſe, 
But more to rob us of our Eaſe; 
For wakeſul Nights, and careful Days, 
Some Hours of Pleaſure he repays; _ 
I hut Abſence ſvon,' or jealous Fears, _ 
»Oerflow the Joys with Floods of Tears. 

| 4 e 

* He. By vain and ſenſeleſs Forms betray'd, 

1 Harmleſs Love's th' Offender made; 

While we no other Pains endure, _ | 
Thhan thoſe, that we ourſelves precure : 
- © But one ſoft Moment makes amends | 
Por all the Torment that attends. 


a - Þ 


— 
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Cnonvs of Both. 
| © Letus love, let us love, and to Happineſs 
* haſte; k 
Age and Wiſdom come too faſt : 
_ © Youth for loving was deſign'd. 
He alone. Tl be conſtant, you be kind. 
She alone. You be conſtant, FI be kind. 


* Both, Heav'n can give no greater Bleſſin 
1 Than faithful Love, and kind Poleſng 
 Warlike Mufick. 7 j 
[The 8 c ENE opens, Les 45 fever: the Order 25 
of the Garter, © 


Enter Honour, a by Heroes. 


Mer. Theſe who laſt enter'd, are our valiant Britons, 
Who ſhall by Sea and Land repel our Foes.” |. 
No look above, and in Heav'n's high Abyſs, _ 
| Behold what Fame attends thoſe future Heroes. 
Honour who leads them to that ſteepy a a 5 
In her immortal Song, ſhall tell the reſt. © EE; 


$0 N G, Sung by Mr. Sadler.” 


1. 


. George, ts Patron of our Ie, 
A A Soldier, and a Saint, 
: On that auſpicious Order ſmile, 
Which Love and Arms 391 age 
II. 
Our Natives not alone ap 
To court this Martial. Ke 1 
But Foreign Kings adopted here, 
* rouns at Home deſpiſe. 


þ III. 5 
. e Hick, in awful State, 
| 8 — ſhall beſtow ; 


And ſee his Scepter'd Subjects wait 
Nan his Commands below. : 


- 
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Arth. [to Merl.) Wiſely you have, whate'er will 
pleaſe reveal'd;  _ 35 

What wou'd diſpleaſe, as wiſely have conceal'd + 
Triumphs of War and Peace, at full ye ſhow, 
But ſwiftly turn the Pages of our Woe. © 
; Reſt we contented: with our preſent State; 

"Tis anxious to enquire of future Fafe. 

That Race of Heroes ts enough alone 

For all unſeen Diſaſters to stone. 

Let us make Haſte betimes to reap our Share, 

And not reſign them all the Praiſe of War. 

But ſet th Example; and their Souls in fame, 


To copy out their great Forefathers Fame. : 
| 1888 bw” ', 
. n ; p 
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